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Harbour the stubs of the dgarettes,
Marking the track of the foot that passes,
Dull with the burden of drugged regrets.
So I muse on this birthday morning
As down the asphalt ways I swing.
The buds fail not in their shrine-adorning,
But where are the rites that shall greet the spring?
Where is the chant?... There comes a fluting .. .
The dance?... I raise my eyes to see
Volley of wings to a minstrel's luting
Spilled from the boughs of a banyan-tree.
Back and forth, with their deft spells binding
The fig-tree's bole in a ceaseless maze,
Behold, the daughters of Ocean winding
A charm that shall seal for us tingling days!
Seven their number, seven fleet swallows,
And a songbird hid in the tree's green crown,
And a pother of finches around ... it follows
The World's End Circus has come to town.
A score of sparrows has quit the gutter,
Flirting and chirping, they know not why,
For the hands of magic are here a-flutter,